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Maybe You'll Understand. 
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"Does he still hate me?" 
"Yup." 
"How bad?" 


"Turned every picture of you and him together upside-down so he could ignore you easier. Pictures of just 


you are turned on their faces." 


Jason grunted with sadness in his whine, then looked up to the ceiling as if he were going to see some kind of 
miracle of likeness happen before his eyes. "What did you do to make him hate you?" James asked softly, 
constantly checking over his shoulder to see if Kirk had woken up. 


"| dunno. But | hate it" Jason sighed waveringly and closed his teary eyes. James couldn't help but let out a 
soft sigh as well before laughing a little to try to lighten the mood. 


"Are you actually, like, on the verge of suicide because of this?" James joked morbidly. He wasn't sure what 


else to do. 
Suddenly, the line went silent. 


"If things don't get resolved, then..Maybe it wouldn't be such a bad idea." Jason said with a hint of wonder 
lacing his voice. It sounded groggy, deep, and depressed. Just as he had been for the past few weeks of his life. 


His mind went completely blank and the only thing he was able to even think about was Lars. His little, beloved 
Lars. His Lars who he loved dearly. An unrequited relationship. 


"I just want to say sorry so God damn bad to him right now.." Tears now fell from his swampy blue eyes to 
his dirty shirt and, soon enough, small sobs and whimpers began going through the phone line loud enough to 
wake Kirk up. 


"Jason?" Kirk whispered groggily to James, leaning over James to press his ear to the other side of the 


phone's speaker. James nodded, made eye-contact with Kirk, then began speaking again. 


"How about this," He said with a slightly shaky voice. He felt unnerved at the sound of a man like Jason crying, 
Kirk goes into Lars's room to talk to him about you, and you stay on the phone with me so | know you aren't 


offing yourself." 


Kirk looked at James, then began slowly nodding, telling James he liked the idea. Suddenly, he snatched the phone 
out of James's hand and began talking to Jason as if he started the conversation himself. "I know we usually 
act like we hate you, but shit, man. We don't want you to kill yourself over something like this. We do still like 
you, you know." He mumbled in his barely-awake state. 

Kirk listened to Jason's crying over the phone for a few moments before sighing and trying to hush him. 
"Jason, please stop crying. You'll be fine, dude, | promise." He mumbled. 


Jason just shook his head and choked on his tears that formed a lump in his throat. "No, it won't be fine. | 
heard that most suicides these days are related at least a little bit to relationship issues..Not to mention the 


pills..." He said. His voice cracks made him nearly illegible. 


"What do you mean pills? What the fuck happened?" Kirk said, now alert and panicked. "Don't fuckin’ tell me you 
got addicted to LSD or MDMA or some shit like that." He warned. His voice sounded almost powerful compared 


to Jason's depressive, wavering voice. 


"Pain meds for when | fucked my back up.Nothing too heavy. They'll certainly pack a punch when you swallow 
more than one, though." He laughed almost cynically, thinking of ways he could harm himself. 


James shook his head and snatched the phone back. "Kirk, just go talk to Lars before the dude kills himself." He 
mumbled. When the phone reached his ear, the line was only ringing, signifying a dropped call. He panicked, then 
urged Kirk to move faster as he kept dialing Jason's room phone number over and over without answer. 


Kirk knocked on Lars's door, then slowly opened it only to see him sitting in his bed, hugging a pillow tightly to 
his chest. Kirk noticed that it was Jason's pillow, but he didn't make anything of it. "Hey, yo, can we talk for a 


second?" He asked when his eyes met Lars's glossy ones. 
"If it's about Jason, then no." Lars said with anger in his voice, hugging the pillow tighter. 


Kirk nearly blew up. "Listen up, I'm not the one who told you to get pissed off at him. No one even knows why 
this happened in the first place! Besides, if you were truly pissed at him you wouldn't be hugging his pillow or 
wearing that Flotsam and Jetsam shirt he gave to you, now would you?" 


Lars glared up at Kirk and frowned. "So what? He made me mad and now he's gone so it doesn't matter 


anymore." He grunted. 


"And what did he do to piss you off, huh? Do you even remember? He's been gone for two fuckin’ months and 
you're still apparently "Pissed off" at him?" Kirk yelled. Lars cowered. 


"You're not gonna do what | think you're gonna do, are you?" James asked with a crack in his voice, becoming 


nervous at Jason's actions he could hear over the phone. 


"Maybe, but maybe not. I'm not sure yet. All! know is that he was the love of my life, and now he doesn't 
want me." Jason chuckled through tears. James had to stand up to begin pacing, listening closely to both Kirk 
and Lars's conversation and Jason as he did. 


"You shut up, we both know that he wants you one way or another. He began dating you in the first place, 
didn't he?" James said, hiding his worry and instead focusing on their conversation 


Lars tried speaking but was rudely interrupted by Kirk again. "You're a cynical motherfucker, aren't you? You 
got rid of him becouse he angered you once in the whole four years you've been together. Again, no 


explanation as to how or why he pissed you off." 


"He just did, okay? Leave me alone about it! Just let me sleep!" Lars yelled James jumped in the other room 


and stared at the wall as he spoke to Jason softly, trying to get his mind off of suicide. 


"Listen to me, you little cocksucker. Your boyfriend is on the phone with James right now because he's wanting 
to kill himself. And what am | doing? Dealing with your whining ass." Kirk screamed. James could hear Jason 


jump this time and he sighed softly. 


Lars's face lost all hint of anger and instead had a new, painted mask of fear, despair, and self-hatred. "He..He's 
what?" He could barely speak 


Kirk nodded and glared. "And whose fault is it? Yours. Ever since he was kicked out by you, he's been sleeping 
in a truck stop and has been begging for driving jobs so he can get money just to call James and maybe get 


some reassurance. He's been hoping for forgiveness from you for so long and he's giving up now." 


James stared at the wall as if he were waiting for it to open up and show the argument he heard. He snapped 
back to reality when he heard the shaking of a pill bottle in his right ear, and he stopped Jason immediately. 
"Don't. | think Kirk's getting through to Lars." 


Lars sobbed into his arms and clutched the stolen shirt tight, hands trembling. "Oh, Jesus..! didn't think he'd..." 
He was cut off by James struggling to stand in the doorway, panting as he was restrained by the phone cord 


from the other room over. 
‘Lars, you and Jason need to fucking talk right now. Right fucking now" He panted, holding the phone in the 
hallway to release some of the tension on the cord. Lars had no problem with getting up quick to take the 


phone from James before walking back to their room to talk. 


"Jason, please--" Lars started. He heard the shaking of the pill bottle and a very faint swallow before he heard 


Jason's voice again. 


"Don't worry, Lars. I'll be gone soon." 


‘Cause Low Man is Due 
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Lars sobbed and slid down the door with the phone base next to him as he did. "Jason." he whimpered into the 


phone. He could hear Jason sigh on the other end. "Jason, please come home.." 


Jason grunted lowly on the other end and leaned against the payphone, kicking his empty pill bottle about on 
the ground. "That was a stupid thing | just did, wasn't it?" He said as he checked his nose for blood. 


"How far away are you?" Lars said softly. James and Kirk sat on the other side of the door, clutching each 
others' hands tight as they listened in. They shot saddened looks towards each other, then returned their 


attention to the situation within their room. 


‘lm not too far away..But I'm so tired. can't walk as far as this truck stop is away from the house." He 
mumbled into the phone. James and Kirk stood up quickly and James dragged him outside to get into the car. 


"Please come home." Lars cried softly, leaning his head on the wall. He couldn't help but smile when he heard 
Jason's sigh of relief. 


"I thought you still hated me." He said softly, holding onto the top of the payphone to keep balanced. 


"No, no no.l don't, kæreste, | don't.t just want you home and safe." He said, wiping his tears away on his dirty 


and limp wrist. Jason could feel a small smile growing on his face. 


"James said he was coming to pick me up, but hopefully itll be before l." His sentence trailed off and he closed 
his eyes slowly, smile fading. 


"Stay on the phone with me until he gets there, kæreste. Please." Lars said in a mumble before pulling his 
knees up and hugging them to his chest tight. "Are you doing okay?" 


Jason chuckled and shook his head. “Barely. | feel like vomiting and | can barely stand up, but talking to you is 


making me more hopeful than before." He said simply. 


"Please just wait it out a little while longer. I'm sure James is almost there, if you're at the same stop I'm 
thinking of." Lars said as he tried his hardest to keep Jason grounded as they spoke. 


"Babe, | can barely feel my pulse thats how hard my heart's beating. | do appreciate the attempted 


reassurance, though." Jason shook as he spoke, and it became harder to stand. 


Lars choked on a sob he was holding in and coughed a few times before his whimpering returned and tears fell 
down his cheeks and onto his knees. "Jason..?" He mumbled. 


"Yes, Lars?" He returned with, listening closely to hear what he'd say. He looked around, hoping to see James's 
car pull up beside him. Sadly, he saw nothing. 


| have been waiting to tell you this for so long, Jason..| love you. A lot" Lars said with a small smile. He heard 
Jason's small laugh filled with joy and he couldn't help but feel happy again. But, of course, it was short lived. 


After Jason said "I love you too," he began coughing violently and spit a coagulated blob of blood on the ground 
beside him. "God, it all just hurts." he said with pain in his voice. 


"Jason, please be okay until they get to you." He said with a whimper, imagining the pain he must be feeling 
and what he looks like. 


"If | do survive this overdose, | won't be able to see you for a while. know you have that thing about 
hospitals and l'Il probably go into a coma soon" Jason warned, clutching the phone tight. 


"But will you please just promise me that you'll be alright? | need you to be." Lars returned, eyes closing when 


he spoke. He wanted to be somewhere else, at least somewhere with Jason beside him. 


Im not sure | can promise, but I'll try my hardest, babe. | promise I'll try my hardest and | promise | won't 


let you down." Jason said softly. Lars nodded and let out a shaky breath at the same time Jason did. 


Lars was about to speak again until the phone was taken up by someone else. James. "Should we take him to 


the hospital?" He asked, tired and loopy. Lars could hear Kirk grunt in anger at his stupid question. 


"Oh, | have no clue. Nah, just drop him off at the nearest shitty motel so the overdose seems natural. Of 
course we take him to the fucking hospital, you idiot.” Lars laughed quietly to himself at what he heard in the 


background before James spoke up again. 


"Kirk said he'll walk back over there while | take Jason to the hospital" James said simply before hanging the 


phone up, leaving Lars alone in the house. 


About 30 minutes later, Kirk came back to the house and walked in to find Lars and make sure he was okay. 
When he walked into his room, he saw the man's tiny body taking up only a small portion of the huge bed he 
rested in. 


Kirk got closer and squinted at him in the dark, trying to point out exactly what was wrong with his friend. 
After a few long moments, he spotted the cuts on his wrists and inner forearms. Without thinking, he shook 
Lars awake. "Why did you cut yourself?" He asked in a demanding voice. 


"We both know Jason isn't coming back. He's gonna die before | see him again There's no real point in living 


without him anymore." Lars mumbled with depression clear in his voice. 


Kirk shook his head and covered his eyes. "You were doing fine without him for two months, but then again, 


who am | to say? Your mindset works differently from mine." He said softly, shaking his head. 


Lars stood up and hugged Kirk tightly, never letting go. "I just want him to be okay." He cried softly into Kirk's 
ear. Kirk nodded slowly and sighed quietly. 


"He'll be fine. | promise." 


Bring This Poor Dog in From The Rain 
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Hours, days, weeks passed. 


And Lars still was alone. 


Even when Kirk would come into his room to talk to him and fall asleep with him soon afterwards, he still was 


alone. 
He felt nothing without Jason 


No new news came along, and the only update James ever brought with him from every day in the hospital 
he'd spend was "He's getting better, | swear, he's getting better." 


Kirk stood at the doorway of Lars's room, knocking on the doorframe. "What?" Lars mumbled from under pile 
of blankets and pillows mixed with strands of his greasy hair falling into his face. His beard felt like it grew 


longer every second. 


"Are you finally willing to come with us to see Jason? If he wakes up today, he's gonna wanna see you as soon 


as possible." He said in a soft voice, trying not to anger the already saddened and agitated man. 


“Sure..Am | able to not get dressed?" He mumbled with a heavy aura around him as he got up out of his pile, 
a ratted mess of brown hair clumps hanging behind his head. 


He sighed. "Don't you think you could at least take a shower? Brush your hair out?" He said with a hushed and 
deepened voice, eye lids lowering in a way to make it look as if he were glaring. Lars huffed in annoyance and 


pushed through the doorway and into the bathroom. 


The whole time he stood in the shower, he stared down at the faucet as the water washed down his back and 


through his knots. He couldn't stop thinking of Jason, from the first day they met to the final day he saw him. 


"Who's the next one coming in?" James asked in a tired voice, slumping his head on his hand and slouching his 


back into his chair. Kirk looked over at a list of bassists that Lars had written down on a sheet of notebook 


paper. 


"Lars, your handwriting is so fucking messy that | can barely read it" Kirk complained, squinting at the paper. 
He grabbed it to bring it close to his face, as he had broken his glasses and couldn't see the page correctly. 


Lars shrugged. "That's why you shouldn't have made me write it” He said, carefree. "Jason Newsted is next by 


the way." He added on. 


"Jason?" Kirk called towards the door, not wanting to bother with getting up to open it and retrieve the bassist 
himself. 


The door opened, and no one walked in for a few seconds until the assumed Jason was shoved into the room 
with a quick motion and he stumbled across the rough carpet. He nearly slammed into the wall next to the 


door, but stopped himself just in time. 


Lars couldn't keep a smile off of his face when he saw the gawky walk the bassist had. He laughed under his 
breath and under his hand when he saw how uncomfortable the man looked just playing in front of the group. 


He couldn't help but want to cry when he thought of the memory, wiping away salty tap water tears. His 
motivation levels crippled him, and he resulted to sitting down in the shower. He curled up tightly into a ball on 
the floor of the shower and he hid his head in his knees and arms as he fell back into the memories of the 
past. 


Jason was insulted for days upon days by the rest of the band for no other reason than "You're a fuck up." 


The only saviour he has was Lars. 


"Stop fucking picking on him, for the love of god" Lars yelled at James and Kirk when it looked as if Jason had 
enough with them. 


"But he's fun to mess with! See? Look at him, he's a fucking coward!" Kirk yelled with a laugh. Jason couldn't 
take it and stormed out quickly, eyes watering. Lars knew he had to follow. 


He saw Jason's shimmering curly brown mess under the streetlight and that's when he knew. 


He knew he loved him. 


Kirk knocked on the door of the bathroom and rested his head on it. "Dude, hurry up. | feel like your damn 


mom." He mumbled before leaving the door to make way for Lars. 


"You think you'll be ready to see him today?" James asked Lars, leaning his head towards the backseat but 
never letting his eyes leave the road. Lars only shrugged depressingly and weakly. 


Kirk gave a worried glance to James after seeing the shrug in the corner of his eye. James returned it, but 


kept focusing on driving rather than the case of depression in the backseat. 


Lars sat to the side, looking out the window of the car longingly as they drove past the dense set of trees 


that sat nearby the hospital. It almost was as if time slowed for him, and he was soon lost back in a memory. 


After a year of defending Jason from the onslaught of endless insults, the other pair had stopped focusing on 
their hate for Jason and instead focused on their seemingly unrequited love for each other. This gave Lars the 


chance to spend even more time with Jason than before. 


"What made you even want to stay in the band if you knew that you'd get insulted by them every day?" Lars 


asked Jason one night as they sat on the balcony of a hotel room. Jason could only shrug. 


"I'm not sure. They've stopped though, haven't they? That's all that counts. Plus, you're becoming one of my 
closest friends. That tells you a lot, doesn't it?" He said with a grin, leaning on the ledge with his beer bottle 
hanging over in his hand. 


Lars smiled and did the same, staring off into the night, watching as New York bustled quickly in the far 
distance. He peacefully watched each rare car pass by on the solemn and empty road below them until Jason 


nudged him on the shoulder. 


When he looked over, a kiss was planted on his lips and he fell frozen for a few seconds before he kissed back 
with no problem. When they pulled away, Jason was still grinning, but this time his eyes were closed. "W-why'd 
you do that?" Lars stuttered in slight shock. 


"Cus." Jason laughed like a little kid, then returned to leaning on the ledge. Lars tilted his head like as puppy in 


confusion, then stepped closer to Jason. 


"Cus why?" He asked, leaning down to look Jason in his happy blue eyes. They flashed at him for a moment 


before they closed once more. 


"Cus | love you." He smiled widely. After that, he took Lars into a tight hug and picked him up while gently 
shaking him side to side. 


Lars sighed lowly and opened the door of the back seat once he realized that they had pulled up to the 
hospital. He glanced at Kirk for a moment before he slowly waddled in behind the two that had been taking care 


of him for the past few weeks. 


He felt relieved when he walked in and saw Jason awake in the hospital bed, plucking at his bass strings. He 
giggled like a child when he saw the nurse tell Jason to put the bass down for now. He obliged, but picked it 
back up as soon as he left. 


Lars leaned down and hugged Jason tight, then let go and pulled a chair close to his bed Kirk and James stood 
in the corner together, smiling because of the sudden happiness their small friend felt. This was the first time 


they'd seen him smile in months. 


They stood there, watching for hours upon hours, until the same nurse came in and told the trio to leave so 


Jason could rest. 


The whole ride home, Lars was nearly bouncing with happiness. He felt the love from the man in his heart and 


he smiled until he had fallen asleep in the back seat. 


Late during the night, when his happiness high had calmed down, he was awakened by the phone on his bedside 
table. Confused, he answered and listened to the voice on the other end. It was solemn and quiet, yet strong 
and confident. What it said made him drop the phone in disbelief and begin weeping into his pillow. 


"Is this Lars Ulrich? Oh, dear, I'm so sorry.'m so sorry to say this, but your partner, Mr. Newsted, died this 


morning around |:34." 


